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explored England. They were hardly at Clifton
at all, only seeing it for' week-ends. She had an
idea that Hilda Neale did not approve of a young
wife who took her husband so much away from
home, but as time went on she had grown not
to care what Miss Neale might think, but to go
her own way.

They went up to the lakes. They walked by
Wast Water, grimly severe, and by Rydal Water,
with its white water-lilies and its exquisite re-
flections. They stood in Wordsworth's cottage.

"I don't think that even Switzerland is more
lovely," she said.

"It's nice to hear you say that. It was the
very thing I wanted you to say. So often you say
the thing that I want you to say," and he helcl
her hand closely.

They went to Scotland, and spent a whole three
weeks in the West Highlands. They came home
again through Wales, and she did not know when
she had been happier.

But the last night of that tour was dismal, for
it had come on to rain heavily. They had meant
to stay in Snowdonia, but the rain was so severe
that they did not feel tempted. They had to
stop their journey at a wayside inn and ask for
shelter, when really they had been making for
a famous hotel that they had been told of.

The landlord, surprised to see strangers in such
a state, took them in, rather unwillingly Doreen
thought He ushered them up a rickety stair*
case into a big room lit only by candlelight. J3fe
went ahead, holding high a couple of candles in
brass sconces* The room smelt of must and di*-